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Summary: A story about two childhood friends fighting in one of the 
most brutal battles in the Pacific Theater of the Second World War. 
Please rate and review. This is after all my first war 
story . 


1 . Chapter 1 
February 19, 1945 
Off the coast of Iwo Jima 

James suddenly awoke to the sounds of turrets firing. Rubbing his 
eyes, he looked at his watch. The finely crafted face read 1:50am. 
Anxious for the imminent battle, he hops out of his top bunk onto the 
cold metal floor and wakes up his friend David. Shaking David awake, 
he harshly whispered, "You hear the artillery?" David mumbles, "Shut 
up and get back to sleep." 

Impatient, James yanks David out of the bottom bunk and opens the 
door out into the hallway. Out in the hallway, David wakes up out of 
his groggy state. Crabby from being rudely awoken, "The hell do you 
want James? You know what time it is now? Wait, what time is it 
now? " 


"It's about 2 o'clock", responds James. 

"Yeah! Exactly! The Sam Hill are you doing, going around at two in 
the morning, waking me up?" James furiously walks back and forth 
through the hallway. David sighs and asks, "What's the matter, 

James ? " 

James hesitates for a minute trying to figure out how to put in words 
his anxiousness for the upcoming battle. The fact that they'll be 
landing on Iwo Jima in the morning and finally fighting the Japanese. 
He opens his mouth and begins, then shuts up. Growing tired of James 
not explaining himself, David begins heading back, waving his hand in 
a piss-off gesture. 



"James, if you don't have anything important to say, I'm going back 
to sleep. Seriously. You always pull this bullshit everytime. I mean 
honest lya€ 1 " 

"Wait." James's word makes David step right in his tracks right 
outside the door to their room. James pauses and then continues, 
"Today's the day, David. Today's the day." 

"The day?", quizzically asks David. "The hell is that supposed to me- 
Oh . It is the day." 

"David, you have been my best friend since our days in California. 

You have been with me through thick and thin. Remember the shit we 
pulled at home as kids?", James finishes with a chuckle, recalling 
the sunny Californian days of their youth. The escapades they played 
on their neighbors. Before the war, that is. 

"James, you think I don't remember when we stole that sweetroll from 
that kid across the street? Or when you fell in love with Danielle 
and tried to confess by giving her a-" 

"Don't even mention that", James cuts off David's recalling of their 
childhood. "When we joined the army, did you ever think that we would 
fight the war? Did you ever think that _we_ would be fighting?" 

"Not really. I never really thought about ita€ 1 " 

James continues, "And I'm just jittery. We're going to fight the 
Japanese! We are actually going to fight the damn Japs! I'm just 
soa€ 1 What if we-" 

David puts his hand on James's right shoulder. "Don't even think 
about it James. We are not going to die. We're going to come back 
home and take a shiny medal home to Mom and Dad. Maybe a Jap sword. I 
always wanted their swords. The point is that-" 

"What if we just die pointlessly on the beach, never having done 
anything useful?" 

David froze. He never really took that thought into consideration. 
Then again, David wasn't really good at thinking about the potential 
consequences . He always got the duo into trouble back home and 
usually tackled a problem head on. James would try to be the voice of 
reason such as when David wanted to try stealing the neighbor's 
delectable sweet rolls or egging someone's window. 

"I'll think of something. I always do. You know me James. We'll pull 
through.", David hastily says, not believing what he just said. 

"But this isn't a prank we could just play on our neighbors and 
teachers and hope to get away with it. One wrong mistake and we could 
die on that beach. We could never see our family again. Our grave 
would be on that island.", James bemoans. 

David couldn't think of how to respond. The pair felt silent and only 
the hum of the ship and the distant reports of artillery fire from 
the fleet interrupted the quiet. After what felt like an eternity, 
David decides to say something. "Well, let's not die uselessly. Our 
death will not be in vain. We are putting our lives at risk to 



protect our nation and to help the world. We are not useless or 
meaningless, for we do have the power to affect the war, no matter 
how small we seem on the grand scheme of things." He smiles at James 
and puts his arm around James's neck. 

"C'mon man, let's go back to sleep. We'll need the rest." James nods, 
looking hopeful. The pair head back into the room and fall back 
asleep in their respective bunks. After the pair wished each other a 
good night's sleep, James stares into space and thinks about what's 
going to happen during the battle. Despite the horrible things that 
could potentially happen, he found comfort in David's words. 

Relaxing, the sounds of snores, the hum of the ship, and distant 
gunfire eventually lulled him to sleep. 
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><pXstrong>Author ' s Note: <strong>I noticed that there wasn't really 
much stories for Red Orchestra 2 or Rising Storm and I find World War 
II to be a fascinating topic. I have never really wrote a proper war 
story before and I wanted to try writing one. What better way than to 
write a story about one of my favorite war games? Please rate and 
review ! 

**_-Kaito Sekozawa_** 


2 . Chapter 2 
February 19, 1945 
Off the coast of Iwo Jima 

The clamor of soldiers, the clangs of pots and pans, the sizzling of 
bacon and eggs formed the loud atmosphere of the mess hall. Soldiers 
and sailors laughing as they ate what could be their final meal. Many 
were still waiting in the lines for their breakfast. 

"So what's on the meal Chef?", David joked, hoping to get a reaction 
from the cook. He usually talked to people in this manner to amuse 
himself and to lighten the mood. Sometimes, he uses his jokes to calm 
his nerves. This was one of those times. 

The cook sarcast ically replied with a twang of a Southern accent, 

"You know. The usual five-star gourmet of filet mignon, turkey, some 
truffles.", and ladled some beef stew in David's bowl. Grimacing in a 
joking manner, David went off to find a table while James was 
receiving his portion from the chef. 

"I apologize for my friend's behavior if he bothered you. He's just 
joking around.", James said, being concerned that the cook might be 
genuinely angry. The cook ladled the stew in the bowl and handed it 
to him. 

"It's okay. I'm just sarcastic. Plus, it's potentially your last day 
in this great 'ol world. You have the right to joke around a 
little.", the cook replied. "David's my drinking pal when we're off 
duty, that is. Don't worry about it." 


James gives him a quizzical expression and looks around the mess hall 
for David. In the mass of soldiers in their white shirts and green 



BDU pants, he sees David with his blonde hair waving for him to come 
over to the table. He proceeds to walk over through the crowd toward 
David. They sit down and dine on the beef stew. David eats it 
sloppily and quickly. Loud slurping noises were audible and he 
dribbled some of the stew from his mouth in contrast to James who 
eats it methodically and slowly, savoring every bite. 

James eats a spoonful of stew. He doesn't say anything. Wondering if 
James felt less nervous now, David asks slowly, "So you okay 
now? " 

"Oh yeah! Thanks man, I don't know what I was thinking. I was just 
frightened.", James quickly replies, almost caught off-guard as he 
consumed his breakfast. 

"It's alright. You aren't a coward. That's what friends are for." 

"I was just uneasy. The artillery from the fleet yesterday reminded 
me that we're fighting the war. After all, we've been at sea for 
weeks, sailing to this damn island in the middle of the Pacific for 
what seems like no reason at all.", James answers. He continues, "Why 
did we come out here to this island in particular anyway?" 

David shrugs and thinks for a bit. James continues eating while David 
relaxes back in his chair. "I don't really know either. But we're so 
close to Japan. Can you believe that it's only several hundred miles 
away from here? We'll be hitting the mainland soon, I bet ya." The 
confident aura that emanated from what he just said felt 
unbelievable, even to himself. Trying to remember the random bits of 
information that he hears from time to time from the CO and the other 
higher-ranked people, he continues, "I heard that we're taking this 
island so we could use it a stepping stone to Japan." 

"Japan, huhaCl", James looks away, staring past his friend. Looking 
lost in thought, David shakes him and tries to get his attention. 
"Hey, James. Everything will be alright. Okay man?" Several soldiers 
pass by with their freshly cooked meals and sit down at adjacent 
tables. Two sit next to James and David. James looks up as well as 
David . 

"Morning David. James.", the pair of fellow soldiers say with chipper 
spirit and placed their trays down with a slam. They ate their stew 
as quickly as James, digging in with great relish. James and David 
greet them back, "Morning Jason, morning Milton." Milton and Jason 
were their buddies since training and hailed from Texas. Raised on a 
cattle ranch, they are huge barbecue enthusiasts and enjoyed drinking 
as much as David. 

"Damn, the food tastes like shit!", Milton exclaims, pushing up his 
circular framed glasses up the bridge of his nose. He continues 
eating despite his apparent disgust with the food. "Jason, you agree, 
right? Ma could make better food than this crap. God, her apple pies 
were the best ! " 

David and James laugh at this. It was a known fact to them that even 
though the military had decent rations and really good food 
occasionally , nothing beat the good 'ol home cooking. It just didn't 
taste the same. On the bright side, they weren't affected by 
rationing so they got plenty of meat, coffee, and chocolate. 



Jason ate just as quickly as David if not more. He replied as best as 
he could with his mouth full of stew, "Better than the crap that we 
ate in boot camp. Remember those terribly made grits, why I oughta-" 
Suddenly, the loudspeaker buzzed and crackled and the command spoke. 
"Report to battle stations. The landing is now commencing. All 
soldiers enter the landing craft by 0800." Jason jumps a bit in his 
seat. Everybody in the canteen headed out in a chaotic fashion, 
hurrying to prepare for battle. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s Note : <strong> Well... Writing this chapter was a 
challenge. I am rather inexperienced with writing conversations and 
making them... you know, readable. The next few chapters are probably 
going to be a struggle and a half, writing proper combat scenes. 
Please rate and review so I can improve! 

**-_Kaito Sekozawa_** 


End 
f lie . 



